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	1. Chapter 1

GOLDEN AGE

CHAPTER 1

THE NEW BREED

THREE WEEKS AGO

"...And there we are, miss Xiao-Long. One Schnee Dust Company prosthetic arm, primed and ready to go."

The blonde-haired girl slowly sat up and looked over her new arm. It was as white as snow, quietly whirring and clicking as the internal machinery kept it going. It almost felt natural to her...almost.

"I still can't believe Weiss managed to convince her dad to give me this." Yang thought out loud.

"Neither can I, miss Xiao-Long," replied the medical technician. "Though miss Schnee did also request we make a special modification to it."

As if on cue, a familiar gauntlet-like weapon extended from Yang's prosthetic wrist, red shells gleaming inside it.

"To replace the one you, um...lost."

Yang was speechless. She moved to get up and leave, before the technician called after her.

"The arm itself...without the modification it was just one of two, now you've got something truly unique."

Yang raised an eyebrow quizzically, turning around to face the technician.

"So who has the other one?"

"Oh I can't tell you that, miss Xiao-Long. Even if I did know it's classified information, known only to the Schnee family, the person who performed the operation, and the one who allowed it."

PRESENT DAY

Beacon was a mess.

Following the disaster of the Vytal festival, the Battle for Beacon, and Ozpin's disappearance, Goodwitch had been forced to step up and assume control of the academy. Qrow served as her second-in-command, and the two had rebuilt the Academy as best as they could for the arrival of the new first-year students. The tower remained as it was, the Grimm Dragon's petrified stone body adorning it, filling those who looked up at it with hope. If they could come back from this, they could come back from anything.

One such new student was now struggling his way off the transport, barely managing to carry two large suitcases with one arm, his left one being in a silk sling and wrapped heavily in bandages.

His hair was short and black, not messy but not particularly neat either. His eyes were a light grey in colour, shining with youthfulness. And his attire seemed both smart yet casual at the same time: black trousers and shoes, with a very light grey shirt with the top button left undone. And over that was a long, middle-grey coat trimmed with orange, akin to rust on something iron.

He was struggling through the large crowds of people, almost dropping his suitcases when a voice called out from beside him:

"Hey, you need a hand?"

Beside the new student was an older girl, with bright blonde hair. But her most defining (and eyecatching) feature was her sleek white prosthetic right arm. Returning to his senses, the new student stopped gawking and hastily nodded.

"I, uh, yes, I'd like a hand if you're offering. Thank you." he smiled, as the blonde girl took one of his suitcases from him. "Are you a new student too?"

"Me? Pfft, nah. I've already been here for a year, I just took some time off after...well, this." she gestured to her prosthetic.

"Oh, I see...I never caught your name, miss...?"

The blonde girl smiled.

"Yang, Yang Xiao-Long."

"It's nice to meet you, Yang. I'm Ferrox Smith, and it's a pleasure to make your acquaintance."

Ferrox shifted his bandaged arm.

"Seeing as you already know your way around, would you mind giving me a quick tour if you have the time?"

"Are you re-watching that fight? Again?"

"Yup! It's just so good, I can't help but watch it again!"

Two girls chatted idly as their transport approached Beacon.

"Rosa, please. This has to be the twentieth time you've rewatched it. You could probably narrate it pefectly by now."

The girl named Rosa finally looked up from her data-pad, brushing a few strands of long pink hair from her face.

"Twenty three. And not perfectly, I'm still not fast enough to track everything."

The transport slowed to a stop and the doors opened, allowing the students to leave and get their first view of Beacon from up close.

" , Rosa. We're here. You'll have enough time to watch that...again...when you have a room, okay?"

"Urrrgh...fine, Harriett. I'll watch it later..." Rosa put her data-pad away and slung her bulging backpack over her shoulder, left hand tracing briefly over the green cylinder sticking out of her thigh holster as if to make sure it was still there. She straightened her skirt, and confidently marched out into the crowds, leaving Harriett behind to gather her own things.

She watched her adoptive sister disappear into the crowds, her Ruby Rose-styled haircut always visible thanks to its garish pink colour. Hefting her own rucksack over her shoulder, she followed her through the crowd...and almost took her out when she abruptly stopped.

"Oh, for the love of...what now, Rosa?" she asked, running a hand through her shoulder-length dark blonde hair, and dusting the dirt off her leather jacket.

"It's...it's...it's HER!"

Rosa pointed, and Harriett followed her gaze.

"Oh boy..."

It was Ruby Rose.

Instinctively, she stuck an arm out in front of her sister before she could go running off.

"Don't you dare, little sis. You'll just make things super awkward for her and yourself. You're wearing the same dress she is for crying out loud...just pink instead of red."

Rosa looked up at her, pleadingly.

"But...I just wanna say hi..."

"No, and that's final. You can say hi to her if you see her in a lesson, or at lunch. Just not now."

Rosa pouted, watching her idol slowly walk away.

"Okay..."

"Hey, watch it!"

A man dressed in blue had suddenly barged past a young Faunus, her auburn hair tied back in a bun, a pair of fox ears twitching atop her head. A tail swished about behind her, meaning she could never hide her Faunus identity, even if she wanted to.

For Gienna Skye was not ashamed about who or what she was. She was a Faunus, and as far as she was concerned everyone else just had to put up with it.

"Coming through!"

At least she got a warning this time. Stepping to one side, two clearly airsick students rushed past. One looked very scrawny, with short blonde hair and what looked like a shield strapped to his arm. The other had stupid shaggy hair that hung down to his shoulders, and was the brightest shade of blue Gienna had ever seen. Both of their faces were green as they made a beeline to two conveniently close bins, and Gienna very quickly walked away as they started to retch. Having recovered a bit, the blonde one extended his hand for the blue-haired one to shake.

"Hey, I'm Jaune"

"Hi, I'm Nyle. Excuse me..."

And after that brief introduction, both returned to their bins, their airsickness not letting them go so easy.

On another transport, a very well-dressed man stepped out and immediately threw his hand up, shielding his eyes from the sun.

"Gah...blasted sun. Why must it be so bright and irritating?"

"Because it gives life and energy to things, that's why."

The well-dressed gentleman turned to face the owner of the voice, his blood-red suit impeccably neat.

"And who in Grimm's name are you?" He demanded, hand moving to the hilt of the rapier that hung on his belt.

The owner of the other voice simply smiled and politely curtseyed, despite being dressed in simple jeans and a T-shirt, with scruffy, unkempt black hair.

"Dusti Dawns, at your service. I'm a new student here, just like you."

The suited man frowned disdainfully and let his hand fall away from his sword's hilt.

"I am Leopold Sanguinis. I'd say it's a pleasure to make your acquaintance but I was taught not to lie."

Dusti just shrugged, placing her hands on her hips where two wood and metal clubs hung. "I see your tongue is as sharp as your dress sense. I look forward to seeing if that blade of yours is too."

And with that, she stormed off. Leopold almost caught himself smiling.

"She seemed nice."

The main hall was almost packed to the rafters with new students.

Rosa and Harriett had set their sleeping bags down beside one another close to the back, and Rosa was complaining about the lack of signal, depriving her of her videos. Leopold had set up as far away from everyone else as he could, garbed in a blood-red silk sleeping robe. Nyle had decided to spend the night close to the bin, just in case he wasn't done puking from earlier on. Dusti sat quietly in the middle of it all, her smile never leaving her face.

Ferrox was outside the main hall, leaning on a wall overlooking the view over Vale.

"Can't sleep, stranger?"

Turning to look at who spoke to him, he noticed a Faunus making her way over to stand by his side.

"Yeah...I always have difficulty sleeping. Just thought I'd step outside for some fresh air, and to admire the view."

Both of them then looked out over Vale, the Faunus's ears idly twitching.

"Hard to believe this place was in ruins less than a year ago...they've even got the CCTS back up and running, to an extent."

Ferrox nodded solemnly. "I'm sorry but I don't think I caught your name. I'm Ferrox, by the way."

"Gienna. It's nice to meet you."

Ferrox smiled as he turned his gaze towards the shattered moon. "That's a nice name."

The two remained outside for a little while longer, simply admiring the view and not saying a single word. Gienna eventually bid Ferrox goodnight, and slipped back inside the hall unnoticed in order to get some sleep.

"You, you're not like her, are you?"

He spun, hand instinctively going for his concealed waist holster as a figure emerged from a shadowed corner.

"What do you mean by that?" Ferrox responded, sweeping his gaze over the man's attire: dark blue boots, dark blue gloves, dark blue...ninja garb?

"What I mean by that is are you Faunus or Human?" The man with the love of dark blue clothing had a very calm, even tone of voice. As he approached, Ferrox noticed what appeared to be a scarf wrapped around his nose and mouth...coloured dark blue, naturally.

"No, I'm human...why, have you got an issue with Faunus?"

"More than you'd believe. I'm well aware that a few bad apples tend to spoil the bunch, but I've only ever encountered bad apples."

He abruptly thrust his hand out.

"Inigo Blaumann. I hail from Mistral."

Ferrox somewhat tentatively shook Inigo's hand.

"Ferrox Smith. I, uh, hail from Atlas. Aren't you planning on getting any rest before the Initiation tomorrow?"

Inigo simply shook his head and gazed up at the moon.

"Time spent sleeping is time spent with your guard down. I don't know anyone in that hall, therefore I do not trust them."

Ferrox had started backing away from Inigo the paranoid ninja.

"Uh, that's great...I'm going to go get some rest myself, see you at the initiation?"

He didn't get a response, which suited him just fine. Throwing out a sleeping bag on the only free patch of floor he could find, he fell forward and sunk instantly into a deep sleep.

Tomorrow was going to be a long day, and one that would shape the course of his time here at Beacon.


	2. Chapter 2

CHAPTER 2

SOCIAL DRINKING

"Alright guys and girls, welcome to your Initiation."

Twenty hopeful first-years were lined up on the edge of a huge cliff, overlooking a vast forest. Qrow made his way up and down the line, hip flask in hand, and slightly drunk.

"Seeing as good ol' Ozpin is still AWOL, I'm in charge of this exam. Therefore, I was trusted to choose the relics this year."

He took a deep swig from his flask.

"So, naturally, they're hip flasks filled with booze."

Several students exchanged looks, as if to say 'is this for real?'

"Now I gotta tell you some rules. First off, you're gonna be partners with the first person you make eye contact with for your entire time here at Beacon, so just hope you get on with them."

"Secondly, there's loadsa Grimm down there, so there's a real chance you may die. So…don't."

"Lastly, your pair has to bring back the flask. Emphasis on PAIR. I don't want to see one person rolling up with a flask missing their partner. Speaking of, me and a couple other teachers will be watching your progress via Scrolls but we can't intervene and blah, blah, blah. So many rules."

Qrow took another swig, then placed his flask back on his belt.

"Oh, and you're all gonna get catapulted so make sure to land on your feet."

Nyle blinked. "Wait, what?"

Then all twenty students were flung into the air, some of them screaming.

Gienna was the first to hit the ground, using her momentum and the branches of trees to agilely leap down to the forest's floor. Pulling the staff from her back, she pressed a button on the side and a grip and scope emerged from it. Wielding the staff-turned-sniper in her hands, she leapt back up into a tree to quietly survey the area, and used her Semblance.

Her vision switched to thermal, the forest appearing a dark blue to her in Artemis Vision. Several orange and yellow blobs soon landed further up ahead, other students who successfully managed to land. One of them seemed to be stumbling around up ahead. Deactivating her Semblance, Gienna turned her sniper back into a staff and darted forwards, sticking to cover as she approached the stumbling student.

She wasn't quite expecting the sight of Nyle, staggering around clutching his stomach, looking incredibly queasy.

Then, their eyes met. Gienna's fate was sealed.

She sighed. "…Damnit."

Ferrox had had a little difficulty landing with just one arm, but had managed it. The second he hit the ground he drew his flintlock and flipped it into its Saber mode, two individual blades unfolding on opposite sides of the barrel. Gripping the curved handle, Ferrox slowly made his way forward, his coat blowing slightly in the wind. A crack to his left caught his attention as a pink blur leapt out of the undergrowth, yelling wildly.

"Yaaaaah!"

Ferrox was only just able to bring his sword up to deflect the blow, as Rosa leapt back, an organic-looking spear in her hands. Upon realizing Ferrox was, in fact, human, her eyes widened and she lowered her weapon.

"Oh man, I'm so sorry! I thought you were a Grimm or something, jeez this is embarrassing…"

Then she realized their eyes had met.

"Aww, I was looking for Harriett and now I'm stuck with you!"

Ferrox rolled his eyes. "Gee, that's nice to hear. But there's nothing either of us can do now, so let's just work together and finish this exam in one piece, okay?"

Then something growled. A lot of somethings.

Harriett hit the ground running, unslinging her weapon and aiming down the sights. With a pull of the trigger, her shotgun spat out a spray of white-hot lead, peppering a Beowolf that had attempted to swipe at her. Gripping the stock tightly, she then swung her weapon around and took the Beowolf's head off with the axe blade that was part of the lever-action shotgun's barrel. As it disintegrated, she spotted movement out the corner of her eye, a blue blur. And to her knowledge, there was no such thing as a blue Grimm.

"Hello? Who's there?" She called out, weapon still raised in case her voice drew more Grimm to her.

"Just another student." A voice called back. Harriett spun, to see Inigo perched on a tree branch, his katana staff in hand. In that moment, their eyes locked, forcing them into partnership. Inigo then leapt down from the branch and split his staff in two, turning it into two individual katanas.

"Come. I know where Qrow placed the…relics."

Leopold and Dusti had somehow managed to make eye contact mid-flight, and had conveniently landed near to each other. Dusti had her twin clubs already in her hands, and Leopold had drawn his slender rapier.

"Now I guess I'll see if that blade is as sharp as your dress sense, Leopold." Dusti smirked.

"I see your sense of humour is as blunt as those clubs, Dusti." He retorted.

"Oh, so that's how it's going to be, is it? Did Father write that comeback for his little princess?"

Leopold opened his mouth to fire back a response, but his mind went blank. So he went with the first thing that popped into his mind.

"Shut up! I am NOT a princess!"

Dusti doubled over with laughter. "Did I hit a nerve?"

Leopold scowled and began marching off into the forest. "Whatever. Let's just find one of Qrow's 'relics' and get out of here."

Inigo and Harriett made it to what looked like the remains of an ancient temple. Arches made of white stone, and smashed apart walls sat haphazardly all around the vicinity. And in the middle of the debris, sat ten altars, with identical hip flasks sitting on top of each.

"Wait, so how did you know where the relics were?" Harriett asked, genuinely curious. Inigo simply shrugged.

"That's just for me to know, Harriett. Now grab a flask and be on your guard...something's stalking us."

Inigo reattached his katanas, tensing himself as Harriett's eyes swept over each flask. Each one was absolutely identical, no distinguishing features, or damage, could be found. Eventually she made up her mind, grabbing the nearest flask and unslinging her shotgun, nervously aiming down the barrel.

"It's here," came Inigo's voice, calm and level.

"What's here?"

From behind the two of them, a white serpent's head rose up, hissing loudly. Before Harriett had a chance to react, Inigo leapt at the King Taijitu, agilely landing atop its head and swiping his katana-staff downwards in a swift motion. After a second's delay, the white head slowly dropped off the body and disintegrated, just in time for the black head to rear up and try to attack Inigo.

Until it reared back, hissing and writhing wildly as Harriett used her Semblance. Her eyes were ablaze with light, arm extended and palm out, with a ball of intensely bright light floating in front of it that was blinding the King Taijitu. After forcing the gigantic serpentine Grimm away from Inigo, she extinguished the light and swung her blunderbuss like an axe, the blade on the underside leaving a deep gash on its snout. Partway through her second swing, she pulled the trigger and blasted the King Taijitu's throat with white-hot shrapnel. Spinning his bladed staff around, Inigo nodded in respect to Harriett.

"You fight well. I'm honoured to be your partner."

"Move it! Move it!"

Ferrox and Rosa ran as fast as they could, Ferrox taking potshots over his shoulder at the Beowolf pack that was pursuing them. It barely seemed to slow them down.

"Come on, the relics have to be somewhere here!" Rosa panicked, her spear extended and gripped tightly in her hands as she desperately surveyed as they ran through the forest.

Then, abruptly, the forest ended, and a clearing began. A clearing dotted with arches and broken walls...and ten altars with the relics they so dearly sought. They had little time to marvel at their luck as the Beowolf pack had almost caught up with them. Well, at least until they ran headfirst into another pair of students, all four sprawling over the grass. Ferrox found himself looking into Gienna's eyes, so he quickly rolled off of her, blushing slightly.

"Oh gross oh gross oh gross oh gross...aim AWAY from me, please! I beg you!"

Nyle's face had gone green, and he was looking increasingly nauseous as Rosa backpedalled away from him. But the roars of the Beowolf pack snapped them all to their senses, as each one got to their feet and readied their weapons...except for Nyle, who was using his harpoon-looking weapon to keep himself standing.

Gienna switched her staff to sniper mode and dropped to one knee, aiming down the scope in the direction the howling was coming from. Ferrox raised his pistol, holding it in his good hand while aiming down the barrel. Rosa gripped her spear tighter, lacking any ranged capability, while Nyle raised his harpoon, staggering slightly as he pointed the tip towards the nearest Beowolf.

"Now...watch this, people."

A blue bolt of energy fired from the tip of his harpoon, striking the Beowolf squarely in the chest and disintegrating it before it hit the ground. The rest of the pack just ran straight over where their fallen comrade once stood, until several rounds from Gienna's sniper sent them sprawling. One of them got too close, but was instantly impaled by Rosa's spear, which Ferrox just noticed resembled a thorn. He was next to defend their group, discharging his flintlock to make a Beowolf stagger, then switching it to blade form and swiping his shortsword upwards, slashing deep into the Grimm and causing it to almost split into two.

The group fought for almost an hour straight, the pack having attracted more creatures of Grimm straight to them. Only when the last onster fell, and the clearing was once more devoid of life aside from the four, did they stop and catch their breath. It was also at this moment that Dusti and Leopold emerged from the forest, completely unscathed.

"What did we miss?"

"Okay, everyone's back, at long last."

Qrow smirked as the last four pairs, battered and bruised, approached him, each one holding a flask.

"You took much longer than the rest, but I forgot to set a time limit. Jus' leave the flasks here and go get some rest, some of you've earned it."

Each pair placed the flask in front of Qrow and headed back towards Beacon, talking amongst themselves. After making sure they had gone, Qrow pulled out his Scroll and reached for the nearest flask, swigging from it.

"Ehh…Atlesian Whiskey, good taste but weaker than a newborn." He set that flask aside and marked the pair who brought it on the Scroll.

"What's next…" the next flask's contents made him gag.

"Now THIS is more like it…Alpha Beerwolf, brewed right here in Vale and just as foul-tasting as it sounds…least it's strong enough to knock anything out."

"And for the next one…" he reached for the next flask before a woman's voice called out to him.

"Qrow! Just mark down who brought what, and you can taste-test them later." Glynda scolded him, arms folded and riding crop in her hand.

"Pah…fine, Glynda Spoilsport. I'll drink 'em later."

"It is time for the Team-Naming ceremony. Would all First-Year students that participated in the Initiation exam please report to the auditorium immediately so we can proceed." The broadcast repeated, as a tired and battered Ferrox made his way towards the main complex. Gienna caught up with him and walked by his side.

"They weren't kidding when they said the forest was crawling with Grimm, were they?"

She shook her head, yawning softly.

"No they weren't…I haven't had to fight for that long in all my life."

Ferrox glanced at her. "How do you reckon they'll pick the teams?"

Gienna shrugged. "No clue. We'll find out soon enough, though."

He coughed awkwardly. "I'm sorry for bumping into you back then. I wasn't looking where I was going..."

"It's fine, you were more concerned about the pack chasing you, and rightly so. You may have even saved both our lives because I doubt me or my partner would have seen them if you hadn't."

They reached the auditorium and took their places next to their partners; Ferrox next to Rosa and Gienna next to Nyle, who had quickly recovered. Then Qrow took the stage, very clearly drunk.

"Welcome, one 'n' all. The decisions about teams have been made, based on the 'relics' I had you all retrieve."

"First team is…Gienna Skye, Nyle Rivia, Leopold Sanguinis and Dusti Dawn…for retrieving the matching relics containing Atlesian Whiskey. Therefore, you are now Team Golden, and your leader is Gienna Skye."

A screen lit up over Gienna and Nyle's heads, featuring their mugshots and the initials of their team's first names: G, L, D, and N. The same happened for Leopold and Dusti, and the two pairs moved to stand together.

"Alright then, second team…Ferrox Smith, Rosa Petallo, Inigo Blaumann and Harriett Dandelo. For retrieving the matching Relics containing some damn fine Alpha Beerwolf, you are now Team Fright, lead by Ferrox Smith."

The two pairs came together under a second screen, which illuminated to show their pictures and initials, F R I H. Rosa could barely hide her relief to be in a team with her sister.

Qrow took one last swig of his flask and tossed the empty flask aside.

"Third team…Vega Roulat, Argus Legius, Prisma Spectra, and Raven Corvis…for retrieving the relics containing some very fine Patch Wine, you're now Team Vapour, and your leader is Vega Roulat."

A third screen lit up as four other students came together. Ferrox recognized them from the cliff edge. They had exchanged polite nods but hadn't actually spoken, nor had he seen them while in the forest.

"You three teams, you may leave now and you'll be shown to your quarters by members of staff."

The twelve students quietly left, each team being led away towards their new rooms.

"First things first: me and Harriett get one side of the room, and you two get the other side. Boys away from girls, got it?" Rosa suggested as they reached their room's door. "And keep your junk away from our stuff!"

Ferrox wasn't listening. He just wanted to sleep in a proper bed and have a shower. The first day of the rest of his life began tomorrow, and he wanted to be prepared.
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CHAPTER 3

ROSETHORN

"Bunkbeds would have worked too."

Team Fright had divided their quarters equally into...quarters. Harriett and Rosa had claimed the left side, while Ferrox and Inigo were left with the right. Each quarter of the room was different: Rosa's was messy and unkempt, Harriett's wasn't much better. Inigo's quarter was surprisingly immaculate and stocked with ninja magazines and training manuals. Ferrox's was just...there. Not messy yet not very neat, his personal belongings and medical supplies stuffed wherever space could be found for them.

"No matter, we can make do with this." Inigo tossed a magazine onto his bed. "What we could do without though, are these ridiculous uniforms." He tugged at his badly-done tie, glowering down at it. Harriett was also quick to show her disdain.

"I've never worn a skirt in my life...why are they even a thing? They feel stupid..."

Ferrox rubbed the back of his neck before pulling out his Scroll.

"Anyway...we've got a couple of lessons and lectures to attend today, with a free period in the early evening before an optional lesson about weapon construction."

"But...everyone here has a weapon already. I guess we can all skip that one." Rosa piped up. Everyone agreed.

Ferrox shifted his sling a little, slotting his flintlock into his waist holster before making for the door.

"Breakfast's first, though. Let's all get something to eat before our first lesson."

Next door, in Team Golden's quarters, things were a lot less civil. Books and other such items were being flung around as Dusti had gotten into an argument with Gienna about who had claimed a certain shelf the night before.

"I called it first!"

"No, I did!"

"Liar!"

"The shelf is mine!"

Gienna was about to swing for her when Nyle got inbetween them.

"Hey, hey! We can sort this out after breakfast, okay? No doubt we're all starving."

To his surprise, Gienna and Dusti backed down.

"...Fine. But that shelf is MINE, you hear me?" Gienna stormed off, her ears back, her eyes alight with fury. Dusti hurried after her, leaving just Nyle and Leopold.

"To give you some credit, Nyle...you defused that situation expertly."

He shrugged, sighing in exasperation.

"We've been a team for less than a day. Less that one day, and we're already at eachother's throats...come on, let's get down there before all the good stuff goes."

Leopold chuckled, heading out as Nyle quickly followed him, nervously adjusting his tie.

The main hall was a lot less crowded now the first-years were no longer using it as sleeping quarters. Several tables stretched the full length, laden with all kinds of delicious breakfast treats from bacon to pancakes, cereal to syrup. Students of all years were digging into their breakfasts, talking, laughing, and otherwise enjoying their time at Beacon. A young Faunus had tried to snatch some bacon off Inigo's plate, but he had been found and caught, his hand caught in the ninja's vice-like grip.

"Try that again and you lose it. Got that?"

The faunus nodded and went back to his plate, avoiding Inigo's gaze. Ferrox was pushing some scrambled eggs around his plate with a fork, when Rosa appeared over his shoulder with a mouth full of bacon.

"Dish shtuff'sh good! Better than back home!"

Just as suddenly as she appeared, she was dragged back to her seat by Harriett.

"Rosa, what were you told about talking with your mouth full?"

Two hours later, Teams Fright and Golden dragged themselves out of an increasingly boring lecture about Grimm by Professor Port, and towards the main hall for lunch. It was only when they reached the doors to the hall when Fright noticed they were one short.

"Where's Rosa?"

Harriett sighed. "You guys go get some food, I'll go looking for her." She turned on the spot and hurried back in the direction they had come from, eventually finding her standing in the main courtyard...eyes fixed on Ruby Rose. And a moment later, Harriett's worst fears were confirmed...Ruby turned and saw Rosa staring gormlessly at her.

She buried her face in both palms. "Oh god no..."

"What exactly are you staring at?" Ruby demanded, snapping Rosa back to her senses.

"Huh?"

"Listen, pink. I'm in no mood to be stared at by strangers, especially when they're dressed like me! Don't you get that it's weird?"

"I...I..." Rosa stuttered. She was shocked at the way Ruby was talking to her, was she like this all the time?

Ruby abruptly pulled out the Crescent Rose, pointing the barrel straight at Rosa. "I'll give you five seconds before I fire a warning shot."

"...what?"

Ruby pulled the trigger. The high-velocity round went sizzling just over Rosa's head, snapping her back to her senses as she grabbed Thorn's seed, the organic spear quickly growing to full size just in time to counter a vicious follow-up blow. Both girls jumped back then charged at eachother, their blades clashing constantly as Harriett was helpless to watch. Other students had been drawn to the commotion, and a crowd was starting to form.

"Go, Ruby! Show her who's boss!" A blonde-haired girl with a prosthetic arm called out beside Harriett.

"Kick her ass, Rosa! Teach her not to mess with you!"

The blonde girl turned abruptly. "I don't think we've met. I'm Yang, that's my little sister Ruby. Who are you?"

Harriett frowned and folded her arms. "Harriett Dandelo, and your little sister is fighting my little sister, Rosa Petallo. And as childish as this sounds, but Ruby started it."

Yang raised an eyebrow.

"Ruby's never done that before...though she has been under a lot of stress recently."

Both Ruby and Rosa seemed equally matched, each strike a blur as neither let up. Ruby got the upper hand, however, when she swung the Crescent Rose low to the ground, the handle catching Rosa's ankles and sending her sprawling. She had barely any time to react when Ruby came leaping down, the point of her scythe aimed for her heart. She couldn't move out of the way in time, so she closed her eyes and braced for impact-

Only the scythe's blade never hit her.

What it hit instead was a flurry of pink rose petals in the rough shape of a person, which then split into two groups, blew around Ruby, and reformed into the grinning shape of Rosa. Taking advantage of the moment, she drove the non-pointed end of thorn into Ruby's back, sending her sprawling.

Yang's eyes widened. "Okay, I'll admit: That was awesome. But why is your sister not trying to hurt Ruby?"

Harriett sighed.

"She's a huge fan of her. I mean HUGE. Ever since she saw your team fight in last year's Vytal Festival she's dreamed of coming here and meeting her. Hell' she's rewatched the fight more times than I can count. So naturally, being a huge fan means she needs to dress like her idol...and not harm her in battle."

Yang slowly nodded, then glanced at Harriett.

"You have blonde hair like me..."

"Huh? Oh, this is my natural colour. I don't dye my hair." Harriett responded. Yang's eyes flashed an angry red as she glared.

"You think I dye my-"

She never finished her sentence as Rosa was knocked past the two, sliding along the ground and colliding with a wall. She couldn't even struggle to her feet as Ruby slowly approached, Crescent Rose held out, and fury burning in her silver eyes. Raising the gigantic scythe, Ruby then swung it down, straight towards the weakened Rosa. The blow had enough power to kill her outright if it connected, so she did the only thing she could.

She raised Thorn and held it sideways in both hands, catching the Crescent Rose's blade on the shaft. A horrifying cracking sound followed, as hairline fractures started to spread along Rosa's weapon. A split second later, Thorn shattered. The force of Ruby's blow has been cancelled, at the cost of her beloved spear. Rosa looked, dumbstruck, at the two halves of the spear she held in her hands. Her eyes started to water.

"Th-Thorn?"

Ruby's eyes went from narrowed to wide, covering her mouth. "What have I done?"

She held her hand out to Rosa, who looked up at her with tearful eyes.

"Why, Ruby...? Why did you do this?"

Ruby didn't wait for Rosa to grab her hand so she grabbed her wrist, yanked her to her feet, and pulled her into a hug.

"I'm so sorry! I've been under so much stress this past year and my sister lost an arm and I watched my friend die and turn to dust and..."

The crowd had started to disperse, aside from Harriett and Yang who were watching their sisters blub while hugging.

"That...was unexpected."

"You got that right."

Yang shrugged a bit and glanced over at Ruby and Rosa. "Looks like they've stopped crying. I think they're friends now."

Both older sisters groaned and facepalmed.

"Guess we'll bee seeing a lot more of each other then, huh."

"Guess so. See ya round, Harriett!"

Yang waved and ran off, but not before she and Harriett fist bumped.

"Ferrox, I kinda need to go to Qrow's lesson..."

Another lesson had passed, and Team Fright had returned to their room. Rosa had put Thorn back together with tape and chewing gum, but she knew it was only a matter of time before it gave out.

"What? How come?" Ferrox sat up on his bed, putting his Scroll down beside him.

Rosa carefully held Thorn out in front of her. "Mine got a bit broken."

Ferrox tilted his head. He couldn't see any damage on her spear from here...

"Uh...how broken?"

As if on cue, the tape and gum holding Thorn's two halves together gave out, the top part of the weapon falling off and clattering against the floor. Rosa grinned sheepishly.

"I may have gotten into a fight."

Rosa bent down to pick up Thorn's other half. She heard Ferrox's face land on his pillow, with a muffled "You have got to be kidding me."

Rosa was starting to think she was in the wrong classroom. She had turned up five minutes later, but there was nobody else here...or Qrow, for that matter. A few more minutes passed before he showed up, his flask in hand.

"Hello, empty classroom." he grumbled, taking a seat behind the desk and emptying the rest of the flask's contents into his mouth.

"Um, professor Qrow, I'm here..."

He jerked upright, eyes scouring the room until he finally spotted Rosa.

"Do I know you? Wait...you're one of the new kids. Team Fright, yeah?"

She nodded. "That's right...see, I might of sort of gotten into a fight earlier today and now my weapon's broken."

She placed Thorn on the desk in front of her as Qrow strode over to investigate.

"Oof...that's a rough one, kiddo. Doubt it can be fixed."

"I didn't come here to learn how to fix it...I came here to learn how to build a new one."

"Who'd you pick a fight with?"

"Ruby...Rose."

Qrow's eyebrow raised a bit, as a smirk crept onto his face.

"You picked a fight with my niece? I'm surprised you got out without a scratch, those girls are fearless..."

He turned his back on her and wandered over to the chalkboard, placing his hand on it for a few seconds.

"...Let's call this a gift from me ta you, for surviving a fight with Ruby. What weapon do you wanna learn how to make?"

Rosa's eyes lit up.

"A High-Calibre Sniper Scythe!"

Qrow chuckled, before fishing a second flask out from underneath the teacher's desk.

"Sorry kiddo, but if Ruby sees another kid with a custom scythe like hers that uncle Qrow helped make, she's gonna get super jealous. But...I'll help you make something like your old one in the same vein as her scythe. Deal?"

Nyle had decided to go offsite to get an evening meal. Being a local from Vale, he knew the city like the back of his hand, especially its seafood restaurants. He arrived at his favorite place, named Shrimply Delicious. It was an all-you-can-eat joint right by the docks, offering those who ate there a good seaside view. Nyle took a seat and gave a knowing nod to the chef, who nodded back and immediately set to work cooking his usual meal. As he absently gazed out the window and out across the water, another person entered and sat a few chairs down from him. She had black hair, with an equally black bow atop it. Her bright yellow eyes swept over the restaurant, before making eye contact with another chef and likewise giving him a knowing nod.

Her meal arrived first: a huge bowl packed with a variety of fish and other seafood. Glancing at the woman's meal, Nyle scoffed and called out to the chef.

"Double my order, please."

the unknown woman glanced in his direction, and he caught her gaze.

"Fancy a little competition? Whoever eats the most wins, and the loser pays for it all."

A smile lit up the black-haired woman's face.

"Oh, you're on."

Nyle's food soon arrived, and both of them grabbed a fork.

"Three..."

"Two..."

"One..."

"GO!"

"Uuuurgh..."

"Heh. Looks like you lose, stranger...but only just."

Nyle rested his head on the table, next to a pile of four plates, three bowls, and an empty shellfish platter. His competitor had only just beaten him by a single piece of sushi, which she quickly popped into her mouth. Nyle slowly slid onto the floor, clutching his stomach and groaning audibly.

"Whyyyy..."

The black-haired girl suddenly stopped, cocking her head to one side.

"Does anyone else hear that?"

"blaaaaaaAAAAAAA_AAAAAAAAAAKE!"_

Yang suddenly burst through the door and flying tackled Nyle's opponent to the ground while he writhed and groaned on the floor. "Help mee..."

"Yang...stop...crushing me..."

Yang quickly released Blake, the pair of them on the floor near the back. Blake's bow had come loose during the tackle, so her cat ears were sort of visible.

"You've got a LOT of explaining to do, Blake. I missed you..."

"I know, but can this wait until we're back at Beacon? I need a walk to help my stomach settle after the meal I just had..."

Nyle watched both Blake and Yang leave, as he struggled into a sitting position on the floor. The guy behind the counter then presented him with the bill, causing him to groan and fall back down again.

"Last time I ever challenge someone to an eating contest..."


End file.
